were useless and that the only valid passport to his demesne
was literary eminence and reputation.
I put the matter up to John and was met by a blank and
horrified refusal: she was shy; she had never done such a
thing in her life; moreover her Italian, though by this time
fluent, was entirely unorthodox, and in the unlikely event
of his agreeing to receive us she would be tongue-tied with
embarrassment and certain to make a complete fool of
herself.
But dropping will wear a stone and I was very reluctant
to lose an opportunity that might never recur. I pointed out
that without her I could do nothing and that I had seldom
seriously asked her to oblige me by doing violence to her
shyness. I bought the requisite copy of II Pozzo Mia
Solitudine in Verona, I drafted a suitable letter designed to
save her trouble and finally she yielded to my importunity.
She wrote a letter of her own and posted it together with
the book and begged me not to build up hopes that were
bound to be disappointed, as it was well known throughout
the neighbourhood that *Il Comandante* (the only tide by
which he consented to be known) had for a long time past
been a complete recluse and refused to receive even his old
comrades in arms. Many had been the efforts made to gain
admittance to the magnificent palace that was also his
prison ... (the carabinieri at the gates and the salute fired
whenever he left or returned to his home were quite as
much a government precaution as a tribute of respect).
Throughout Italy, after his fantastic exploits in the air, on
land and sea during the First World War ... (it should be
remembered that it was his speech at Quarto that brought
Italy into it as our ally...) and particularly since the adven-
ture of Fiume,his name had become one with which to con-
jure and his slightest movement a matter for universal interest.
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